Q Erast Wächter 


Stella, My Heart's Supreme Hunger Incarnate 


To you do i plead in sawblade bone cutting agony 
turn not your ear from my marrowsong 

neglect me not in my surgical need 

my soul's limbs have been amputated 

because you my love are not here 

this scared incompleteness that is now my being 
slowly suffocates 

flopping in a ditch like a dying fish out of water 
you my love are the sea i breathe 
come refresh this blue turned flesh 
before asphixiation 

and amputation 

annihiliate 


me utterly 


final scenes 


monkeys impregnate ladies 

while oniookers feast on grapes 

spitting seeds at the copulating circus 
voyeurs urge on the sodomites with shouts of 
"Stick it to her!" 

"Cream her good Magilla Gorilla!" 

"Use the banana monkey man, use the banana!" 
the camera moves up to the moon 

which becomes an ovum 


Surrounded by sperm 


darkness 

à dimlit corridor 

a woman appears from the end of the long hallway 
and walks towards us 

she is dressed in nakedness 

in her cupped hands she holds a red worm 

we hear gutteral grunts as the worm squirms in her 
in the next scene a man rises from a toilet 

and looks down at the bowi 

it is filled with piss, terds, blood, 


and red writhing worms 


credits roll 


hands 


screen scene 


naked jain saints are starving themselves 


on a rock cliff altar 

by the sea 

an angel flies overhead 

with the gulls 

outstretching a plate of golden breads 
and a chalice of wine 

silver in the sun 

on the sands below 

a beached whale's blowhole speaks 
“Glory to God, Glory to God" 

in its eye is the reflection of a lotus 
on still water 

cutaway to men clubbing seals 

men blowtorching a live pig 

men fucking men 

sounds of industrial clanging 

then silence 

a woman with severed wrists 

bleeds before an orthodox crucifixion 
hands at her side 

kneeling 

slowly she lifts her right hand 


and makes the sign of the cross 


flower 


a swirling buddhist symbol of immutability 


fills the screen 


we hear tibetan monks chanting 


x ya RN A 


Gautama was a man 

Just like me or you 

Left his home and family 

To find the noble truth 
Under the bodhi tree 

His vision did break through 
He found the Middle Way 


Enlightenment was gained 


Glory, Glory to the Lord 
Glory, Glory to the Lord 
Glory, Glory to the Lord 


Lord, Lord, Lord Shakyamuni 


Praise Shakyamuni 


Shakyamuni Buddha 

Gone to that other shore 

Prajna Paramita 

Safely passed to that other shore 
(laughter) 


He's gone 


Uttely gone, Thoroughly gone, All togethefgone 


Glory, Glory to the Lord 
Glory, Glory to the Lord 


Glory, Glory to the Lord 
Lord, Lord, Lord Skakyamuni 


Praise Lord Shakyamuni 


Namo Tassa Bhagavato 

Namo Tassa Arahato 

Samasambuddhasa 

Namo Tassa Tassa Namo 

(Repeat from "Namo Tassa Bhagavato...") 
Glory... etc. 


26 burials 


another bird crashes down 

epiphany fallen 

ghosts haunting inner jails 
kidlers! 

long moaning nights. . . 

opulent pain quadragesima 

tr! souls 

terribly undernourished vein wells 


x-over yearning zion 


(untitled) 


there is a treasure that is lost to me 
there is a heart of frail gold 

there is a dart of unsurpassing swiftness 
which pierces heroic armor 

and it is not of god 

and the sky tar drips from my lungs 
nursing pestilence babies 

of steel mental aberration 

my soul is at home 

but not at rest 

i am waiting there or somewhere 
hungering 


sparrow's song 


as the moon is an organ of mineral consciousness 
as the earth is an organ of elemental generation 
as the stars are organs of fusion's flashing tones 
so too there is a universal heart 

a fleshless organ which ceaselessly beats out 
spirit and matter 

space and time 


mind and void 


i endlessly seek this fleshless organ 
i weep with the leaves and grasses in the early morning 


i seek the fleshless organ 


with the death of the sun i turn inward each eve 


that through grace i might perceive 


the fleshless organ 


like the hunted fox i've but one knotted focus 


to find safe haven in the fleshless organ 


thus, in a spiraling arm of suns i spiral home through infinities 


returning to the fleshless organ 


and with the murdered sparrow i dive helpless (and stoned) 
into the fleshless womb of God 


lowlife 


purple walls came to me when dying 
and opened to the stars 
mortality handed me religion 
and I understood 
(faithlessness burrowing) 
don't bury my body 
feed it to the birds 
(faithlessness burrowing) 
I pray to the Lord: 
Jesus I am weak 
but Christ make me weakest 
Lord I am humble 
but Christ make me as spittle 
God I am poor 
but may the Divine Trinity make me most fully impoverished 
Lord God I am hungry 
but Holy Spirit make me wholly famished 
Father I am pained 


but Saviour make me truly afflicted 
Mother I am lonely 
but Jesus make me utterly abandoned 
for it is in being emptied 
that we are filled 
in going under 
that we overcome 
in dying 
that we rise 
and only in being sacrificed 
that being finds bliss 
assuredly, the saddest shall inherit the most 
and the lowliest shall light the way 


to thy vast kenotic heaven 


sleep paralysis 


in my sleep 

i slip beneath 

impailing biologic truth 

into a bamboo artery jungle 
of beehive basilicas 

and winged warrior saints 
gold with the flaming lesions 


of atomic christendom 


the artery jungle nerve tree is afire 


twitching paraclete baptismals 


upon mute malarial waters 


with a withered arm 

i grope 

for my love 

she is in the bathtub 

i pull her out in blue play-doe clumps 


which i plop and lump 
upon the wet tile floor 


in my mind 


i am tormented 

by her young girl voice 
promising 

"i will love you forever" 

as she lets 

a learning disabled orangutan 
impregnate 

her white 


sapien body 


War Vows: Clamorous Voices of Apollyon 


with a monastic revolver 

L silence the demonic choir 

with obedient bullets 

do I repel the compelling voice of that dark choral legion 
which screams and dreams in brain coral regions-- 
Abaddon's banshees wailing 

with chastity's aim 

with poverty's fearlessness 

I fire to the heart of Beliial's vocal furnace 

these gunshots resounding God's resplendent stillness 

now shall my caged cumbeeties 

be reabsorbed into blood 

lifting me above 

howling pelvic chakras 

to a splendid silent vacancy 


of untormented song 


epistimological stomach pumping 


what is a human being 

but a myriad of hungers 

and ever deepening holes 

a cathedral of craving 

and faithless appetite 

the high altar of desolate fanines 
the host of lusts 

a nyriad of hungers 


what is god 
but cessation's dreaning 


belief's collapsed sun 

flays the mind 

while nara's alluring daughters 
souffle the heart 

with temptation 

towards gentle sin 


the sky betrays the earth 
by nursing hurricanes 

and the absence of god 

is a weight 

upon a drowning man 


for every hunan 

the loss of god 

is a priori 

yet nan and woman 

are older than sin 
though sin 

be as old as humanity 


a wisdon of fevers bless ny head 
and so tenptation sourly ends 
and so temptation bitterly ends 


there is so nuch beauty i shall never hold 
yet joyous an i to leave this world 

if but for an hour 

if as god's servant i must return 

let it be in his araour 


a dangling artery 


er there lies 


beyond the rhythm of met 
disobedient observance to cholesterol and wine 
anarchy not in numbers but in size 

eyes 

taken not by force, but by fullness 

Dionysus 

revealing aortal secrets 

through God's inebriated senses 


and nonlinear time 


death by virus 


since the advent of the virus my skin has changed 

i see through my skin to the poisoned blood beneath 
my body, an unhealthy temple of the Lord, is dying 
becoming the unclean altar of an alien force 

a defenseless chapel 


à groan 


Lord, may my mind escape unscathed 

and may my spirit return to "Thee 

I no longer fear an after-life horror 

for Gehenna already dwelleth in me 

already am I the living feast of hellish nanoangels 
which circulate through my form 

looting 

pillaging 

destroying Thy temple 


Lord deliver me into Thy wounded hands 
Hide me from harm in Thy undefiled body 
Nourish me with Thy majesty 

And grant unto me 


Thy symbiotic peace 


Let us not turn to God when only in need 


Son of God 

Son of Man 

Look down upon Your mortal kin 

Fortify us with upheavals 

And strengthen us with disease 

Bless us with plagues and mournings 

Abandon us that we may know the joy of reunion with Thee 

Make our lives knotholes that we may join Thee 
on Thy tree of pain 

Make our deaths grievous that more souls be led to Thee 
through loss 

Make our world exquisitely wretched 

And our descendants insufferably poor 

Make our neighbors anguished that we may come to their aid 

Heaven's opening is but a pinhole Lord 


Sweet Jesus make us smaller than a quark 


Mad Dog 


A mad dog is caged in the inner city 
Through tense urban catacombs he is condemned to roam 
Out of his eyes shine novenas of Anger 


Out of his mouth oozes Rabidity's foam 


Mad dog is persisting 
Mad dog is resisting 
Mad dog is existing 


In the back alleys of your mind 


Mad dog scours the perimeters of evening 
Seeking out unfullfilled dreams as his prey 
Living his life in the static filled crevice 


Forbidden to feel the smooth light of day 


Mad dog is awaiting 
Mad dog not hesitating 
Mad dog revisitating 


The back alleys of your mind 


Mad dog, he's a hell of a fighter 
My dog, his world is on fire 
My God, how his jaws they do sire 


Open throat artery geysers 


Mad dog is expiating 

Mad dog incinerating 

Mad dog is infiltrating 

The back alleys of your mind 


the perfection of grief 


in my heart there is à mind 
which withers and blooms 
like a perennial tragedy 

a garden of swollen fragrance 

an absence 

a sole altar tapestry 
rippling unhindered 


in the wind 


unacknowledged poem 


and in the absence of my lover 


I stare at death. . . 


the wolves have entered the nursery 
hungering the meat of original sin 
the leeches are in the cradles 
bleeding newborns of their innocence 
the angels are armored 


descending to war 


dark spirits besiege the sacristy 

in my mental tabernacle, the bread of life 
grows argot poison 

eucharistic acid envisioning a devout tongue 
to madness 


and the eternal night of soul 


and so, in the absence of my lover 


I stare at death. . . 


in this heart, clogged with love 
chained by time and distance 


there is but one direction for my yearning 


without her I suffer and exist 
with her I suffer 


and live 


longing 


a recognized absence 
appears 

within my heart 

the blank pages of life 
flower sadness 

a man could easily spend 
his lifetime 

So immersed 

in the oceanous love 

of woman 

that he never once 
thinks 

or needs of God's 

am i blessed 

that your waters 

swell and recede 

in me 

like a tide 

of drowning-starvation 


or am i cursed 


a poverty of words 
a famine of thought 
biudgeoned sunlight 


redeem 


heretical bloodletting 


I feel dirty hands pulling me under 
I see dirty Christs each fucking a cow 
And nowhere is the light of Redemption 


And nowhere is the light of God 


How is it that I wandered 
Into this reaim of the fiesheaters 


Into this universe of the parasites 


Onto this battlefield of viral wa 


I let down my defenses 

for defeat is inevitable 

I cast my gaze upon an unknown Redeemer 

The sin in my flesh shall be buried in the grave 


The sin in my soul I shall carry beyond 


And I shall die just one more victim 
And I shall loathe the demon seed 
And I shall rise a sinner's welcome 


At the gates of Purgatory 


I lift an empty cup to my mouth and drink of it 


I go to the cloud sea of unknowing 


I stand on the shoreline and drown 
I lower my eyes to the serpent 


And see it is wearing God's crown 


ambulatory beckonings 


Christ died envious 
for Gethsemane hides 


immoral jazz. . . 


KRAEEEA! 


let my noise outlive perversion 


queer 
rat-a-tat 
sex 


thing 


u 
voodooed 
wigged-out 


xcretion 


you'!z zerozville 


fear and trembling 


it is the absence of God 


that keeps me awake at night 


it is the burrowing faithlessne 


that causes chills to rise through every pore 


and makes the skin to weep 


shedding tears i dwell on terra 
alone i descend below 

ever yearning 

ever loving 


God 


it is because i sense the demons in the darkness 
that i turn to the Lord 

because i behold the indifference of nature 

that i seek refuge in the Lord 

because i endure with the world the cruelties of 
that i cry out to the Lord 

because i observe vast silences from heaven 


that i convulse 


O God 

may Thy silence 

be Thy blessing 

and may my trembling 
be the descending 


of Thy Spirit 


man 


larvae 


the larvae of the mind called reason 

is a skullworm 

eating away man's potential 

growing fat chewing symetric tunnels in the brain 
where nature placed 


meaty chaos 


the soul of man is in this meat 
the soul of man 


is in 


this meat 


even down to the heart this worm tunnels 
limiting the pathways of the soul 
uprooting the harmony of randomness 


devouring the secrets of god 


te sa mana vahm 

may this worm be exorcized 
te sa mana vohm 

may this worm be starved 
vena cava cavave sahnd 

the body is a gateway 


to many many gods 


goddess pluto 


i come as a peasant 

to the winding road 

of nebulous pluto 

and release 

my nothings 

along her path 

offering her 

hoiy consecrations 

for she is the ruler 

of my dreams 

and it is to her heaven 
that i do aspire 

but see how her orbit 
does tread upon my chastity 
and her gaseous sky 
ignores my faithfulness 
her ice desert 

ever repulses my devotions 
as her cherim satellite 
scorns my ardorous love 
yet evermore 

shall i sacrifice 

to her 

and bestow 

my human remains 

as divine gifts 

to this 

unfamiliar planet 

for she is pluto 

the inescapable one 
where my heart 

will dwell for eternity 
if but 


as a ghost 


soul lice 


Lhe sins of man are crab lice in the pubic hair of the Lord 
lice breeding lice breeding lice 
the Boundless Body of God is infested 


kabu beri o 


the sins of man are crab lice in the pubic hair of soul 


sucking and sucking the Spiritblood of the Lord 


the body-soul of man is infested 


kabu beri ahm 


God's Infinite Spirit Body can support numberless parasites 
but the body-soul of man is paralytic 

and enervated by the absence of God's light 

kabu beri kabu beri 


o ah ahm 


6E Realism 


in the darkness of psychosis 

the holomovement metamorphasis 
swallows riddles in the cortex 

of my medicated bedchamber mind 
gray hospital somnambulism 
removing the aneurysm 

of obtrusive storm geyser thought 
peaceful morgue survival 

sedate as a dead on arrival 

even here 

in the midst of a most terrifying 
but at what price 

inhibited ejaculations 

sieep stalking hesitations 

a far distance presence 

even to those i hoid dear 


return the hurricane 


reality 


There is no pain, that meanings can't soothe 
There is no mountain, that faith can't move 
There is no bondage, time will not undo 
There are no lies so true 


There is no lust, true love can't assuage 

There are no sinners, Christ's blood can't save 
There is no path, that is not the way 

There is no hell, I pray 


ence, prior to existence 

There is no ight from, freedom's persistence 
There is no f ng, immune to resistance 
There is no certainty, whence come deliverance 


There is no 


II 


Meaning can't soothe 
Faith can't move 
Time will not undo 
So true 


True love can't assuage 
Christ's blood can't save 
That's not the way 

I pray 


Prior to existence 
Freedom's persistence 
Immune to resistance 
Whence comes deliverance 


III 


There is no pain 
There is no mountain 
There is no bondage 
There are no lies 
There is no lust 
There are no sinners 
There is no path 
There is no hell 
There is no essence 
There is no flight from 
There is no feeling 
There is no certainty 


Into the Darkness I Crawl 


Into the darkness I crawl 

On the starving hunt for mighty All 
Languishing longingly down heart-anguished halls 
Hungrily stalking sustenance, I crawl 
Blindly groping a lifeline 

to pull me up from miredepths 

Finding only one small chest 

It is blue-skinned and decayed 

Yet still in one piece 

I wish the same were true 

Of this aging priest 

Oh God! 

Please let this find contain Thy Mind 
Please let it contain Thee, lost Lord 
And Thy sacred seed of sanity 
Religiously I approach 

in holy-handed mudra 

With the scalpel of need 

I slice into the ribcage 

It bleeds 

I step inside 


Receptive black-hole eyes grazing. . . 


Lava bowels erupt volcanic screaming 
Concussions streaming through primordial bodies of 
Explosive clawings and shakings of being 


Madness sheering 
For this darkened cavity 
Contains not but depravity 


And cold, unconsoling darkness 


Into the darkness I crawl. . . 


Space 


a prophecy 


and woe 

on the night of the black storm 

in the age of dark azures 

the river fairies shall carry a young 
to the mountainous sea 

where he shall divide night's milk 
into bone wine and udder 

and lo, the word shall be born 

for unto him a fish 

wearing seven neckties and rouge 
shall bear this logos 

apart from this legend says naught 


but that mirrors will be shrieking 


moses 


Progress 


In the beginning the world was wild and free 
And so were its children 

Then one day men with chains came 

Shackling everything and everyone 

Even themselves 

Now all we see are these chains 

And all we feel are these cold, heavy links 
It is said that some day a messiah will come 
And unlock these prisons 

But I fear he has already come 


And failed 


war prayer 


ave the junkie on tbe corner 
save the nigger rip-you-off man 

save the killer, bless his knife 

save the whores, and all their sweet pimps 


save the heroin in the veins 


ct 
(e 


save cock and copulation 


save o hades, save sansara 
watch out bodhisattvas 
we ain't goin up 


we goin down 


little flower 


bountiful whaleblood pears 
ripen in a young woman's loins 
an unused vagina 


a sacred kiss 


the promised bride of Christ untouched 


offers suffering and penitence to 
as her groom bleeds 

immutable love 

the abstaining skin of girihood 
grows rich with tuburcular sores 
the absolved heart of piety 


grows rich fervent prayers 


true romance dreamed in the fertile 


is thus conceived in mysticism 


and in this flight 


the 


by 


tree 


soul 


man 


the pale ascetic spirits of bride and groom 


selflessly, lovingly embrace 
and slowly lock 

in endless 

coalesced 


coitus 


Catherine of Siena 


Cathy of Siena 
ate the puss of lepers 
Levitated freely 


bore the wounds of Christ 


tell me Cathy what's your husband Like? 


is he the redeemer? did he give you life? 


sitting by the fire 

wrapped in ecstacy 

Catherine fell forward 

into the coal bed sea 

Alas cried poor Margaret 
Catherine is burning 

but when she was pulled away 
all saw she was unharmed 
Feborus) 

The ring upon her finger 

two pearis and a diamond 

was placed there by Christ himself 
but oniy she could see 

(dare $) 

High on the guillotine platform 
she held the young man's head 
snug upon her breast it lay 


as the blade did cut him dead 


"el ome Cathy obe yn hasben lika? 


I E a A ig ht 7 fodder, Qe u Lu Ur Ye 


Cho fas 


charlie's angels 


where were you in '69 
in the womb or wastin 
wish i'd been on spaun ranch 

in an orgy fucking avalanche 

flyin' on trip and belladonna 

there with all of satan's daughters 
capistrano, crystal, gypsy 

snake, ruth ann, cathy, stephanie 


! time 


be my bioodbath baby (4x) 


tell me squeaky iynn fromm 
can i take you to the prom 
leslie van houten 


when you stuck that knife in -- rosemary la bianca 
you really stuck it 
you stuc it in my heart (4x) 


be my bloodbath baby (4x) 


katie killed to stop the war 

lou lou killed to unlock cupid's door 

sadie killed to give us more -- real love, real love 
Sexy sadie is it true 

jesus blew his brains out balling you 


be my bloodbath baby (4x) 


katie you are dirt dog ugiy 

but you left the walls nice and bioody 
now i bet sharon sure looked pretty 
stabbed to death with her sweet baby 
screaming in her punctured belly 
slashed and stabbed with a buck machete 
strung up and dangling, ripe and bloody 
hey sharon 


be my bloodbath baby (4x) 


sandy good you sure look fine 

seems that time has sure been kind 

will you be a fuck of mine 

i'm sure charlie wouldn't mind 

come on sandy lets go for a ride 

let's off kasabian for old times 

then we'll go to the desert to find our minds 


be my bloodbath baby (4x) 
Verses: E F B Af 


EEEBBEERE 
Chorus: E A# E AS E AS E A# F B F BF BF B 


a mindrape 


knotted into troubled acquiescent poses of solemn remorse 


anchored 

and groping for bloodshed 

reaching for free flowing rivers of red open verse 
for the severed severity of internal orchestrations 
bleeding in symphonic unison 

over mocking herds of bloated fishermen 

hunched over and hungry 

with nets spread against the wind 

empty 

fevered from nova suns 

this bitter frost a cold forming sacrament of ice 
Salvation dispersed on the winter tundra 

blown in dark piercing chills of self-realization 


seen as a blur 


Spiritual Thirst Disease 


and when it was announced that I was mortal 
a hunger deeper than hunger 

unbreakingly gripped me 

and my thirst for the Lord became unquenchable 
it is an aching testicle 

my suffering for the Lord 

it is a burning scrotum 

my need of God 

as venereal disease ransacks my body 

so does a spiritual disease ransack my soul 
transmitted at a weak moment 

by the Demon 

it fills me with darkness 

and empties me of faith 

so that now I long for even the piss of God 
for even the shit of my Lord 

for even the intestinal tapeworm of Christ 
that I may cherish these divine relics 

So as to strengthen my belief 


and love of God 


Lebenspasm 


Living spasm, living space, convulsive living room 


More room, to call into being. . . 


Dada, dada die, dada raum dada, 
Dada offen raum, dada die 
Dadalebensraum 

Dadaoffenraum 

Mehr raum, lebensraum 


Raum dada raum dada raum. . . 


Living space! Living space! Offen lebensraum! 

Open space! Open space! Mehr offen raum! 

DE-popuLATE!! Kein mehr lebensraum! 

DE-popuLATE!! Kein mehr krampf! 

Breath instead of breed: Dada, dada die, dada raum dada 


Dada offen raum, dada die 
Dadalebensraum 
Dadaoffenraum 

Mehr raum, lebensraum 


Raum dada raum dada raum 


andstream 


and the miraculous bedwettings 
and the mongolian nursery rhymes 
and the mongoloid suns 

and the noiseless hum 

and the rock garden tofu 

e pain in my balls 

he gonorrhea saints 


anc 
and 


and he syphilis catapillars 
and he paraplegic's cockring 
and he universe of semen 

and e gonglion tendons 


t 
t 
t 
t 
t 
i: 
an the enforced darkness 
an the lacking substance 
and dwindling sustenance 
an the dying groan bellies 
and the never wedded departure 
an the never manifested arrival 
and the stinking urinals 
and the c.o.e.m.s 
and the outcast die rollers 
an the pornographic soapsuds 
and the low interest soul mortgages 
and the slutty napkin drawers 
and predestined fornication 
and purposeful sorrow 
and pedaphilic necrophilia 
and consentual eyelicking 
and the god of sinners 
and the shadow of man 
and the spitefully aligned planets 
and raven caca 
and the hemophiliac luncheons 
and the amoral buttwipes 
and the high brow mucus membranes 
and salome's vengeful earmite 
and bieuphoric enema bags 
and maed slobber 


Possum 


Cross 


if man exists, as some contend, then he has 
arisen as an accident 

or as a plan 

if life arises from a primordial will 

then God can be said to exist 

if life is a mere accident 


then couid not God too exi 


as an accident 

one just as real as ourselves 

or moreso 

ideals are imagineable 

imagination implies possibility 

possibility entails potential reality 

must not all possibilities eventually occur 
whether the system be open or closed 


must not all potentials be oneday realized 


flae abo donatae ram 
the sword of God is will 
roe abot donatae roam 


the cross of man is uncertainty 


either 


Blind Incision 


An alphabet of sorcery has come into my poss 
A mangled piece of time 
Squirming 
crawling 
Like forest serpents well hidden from daylight 
These words now appear 
Through seizures of unconscious rhythm 
Wet brains digging deep into the well of Faustian night 
These viscous thoughts, born of the womb of vacuity, 
dance and drown in their own marrow 
And then, like quivering Hitchcock membranes, 
surface again 


as sore infected tissue 


sic transit 
(continued) 


ab initio 


ad finem de novo 

ab origine in puris naturalibus 
ad infinitum pari passu 

ab ovo vale 

ad nauseam ora pro nobis 

de profundis obiit 

deus ex machina novus homo 

dei gratia spiro profunam vulgus 
gloria in exceisis deo rara avis 

fons et origo satis verborum 

hic et ubique sine die non est 
laus deo credo quia absurdum 
sanctum sanctorum spero meliora 

via guadeamus igitur 
veritas est modus in rebus 
vita 


ne plus ultra 
secundum artem 

vox populi, vox dei 
vox et praeterea nihil 
non est inventus 
noli me tangere 
terra incognita 

mare clausum 

Sic itur ad astra 
sincut ante 

ut supre 

ut infra terra firma 
seriatim 

in perpetuum 

in medias res 

in omnia paratus 

in toto 

in vacuo 

intra muros 
horribile dictu 

in articulo mortis 
littera scripta manet 
on dit 

memento mori 

non nobis solum 

pec cavi 

quoad hoc resurgam 
respice finem 

stet 

Sursum corda 

lares et penates 
facilis est descensus averni 
fiat lux in posse 


a love poem 


in my heart there is a mind 
which withers and blooms 
like a perennial tragedy 

a garden of swollen fragrance 

an absence 

a sole altar taprestry 
rippling unhindered 


in the wind 


if you would enter you would find haven 
if you would enter you would find grace 
if you would enter you would find hunger 


relieved, redeemed in love's embrace 


there is stellar waters i shall speak to 
of god's fallen last creation 
with breath and spine do speak to me 


of lost impressionist revelations 


Speak soft and true to my open eyes 
Speak dear and crazed and wise 
let lovers love in hopeless days 


till light paints boundless skies 


you 


dreampump 


through a shade of deep scarlet 
comes a sense of royal submersion 
fragrant with night 

silkened and flowing 

like rivers of heated blood 
quickened and glistening 

with the richness of fever 
circulating in cringing pumps 

of forced acceleration 

our bodies becoming an aztec bone 
fleshly adorned 

with jeweled and throbbing hearts 


cave 


REINCARNA'TION 


I want to spiral into your consciousness 


like a dark-feathered bird of prey 


wings outstretched 


and winging out on addiction. 


I want to crash at the bottom of your well. 


potential reality 


in the cavity of my skull there is a shallow 
where mental amphibians lay their eggs 

from this thick, murky water 

wide-eyed tadpoles churn my brain 

these restiess creatures do not understand 
the deep ocean of silence 
that lies at the base of my spine 

it is here, in this silent place, 
that you and i exist together 
as pure potential 

peacefully awaiting spasms of glorious birth 
and our emergence 


as wild kinetic energy 


open this door 


pool 


gifts 


I can give you nothing 


For there is nothing I have which is 


You see, it is nothingness that poss me 
And its weight is vacuous 
and heavy 
My brittle skeleton spirit has long since crumbled 
under this weight 
and been turned to crystalline dust 
All that I've left to share 
Are embryonic strings of words 
And my dreams of sensual sadness 
But these things are not real 
And yet 


They are alive 


morphine fabric 


foreign distance 

pale rhapsody 

Satan's mistress robed in lunar alchemy 
mysterious runes forming cancer and diseased art 


scandalous rumors of loaded dice 


my cratered mind has capsized 

flesh into fiesh 

my thoughts rising and falling in a sulfur delirium 
swarming like genital mosquitoes 


awaiting the coming of the feed 


dig my grave/lies about love 


love ain't nothin but a waste of time 
waste my time 
waste my time 


love ain't nothin but a fever in the mind 
fever my mind 
fever my mind 


love ain't nothin but the restlessness of soul 
unrest my soul 
wrest my soul 


Love ain't nothin but the loneliness of life 
how lonely a iife 
how hopeless the night 


love ain't nothin but need's infection of the flesh 
need my fiesh 

feed my flesh 

infect my flesh 

infest my flesh 


for love ain't nothin but the certainty of death 
love's hot, mortal breath is the certainty of death 


dig my grave 
dig my grave 


my woman 


my woman teaches blind dog submission 

my woman preaches blood covenant discipline 

my woman unleashes biblical punitions of love 
she is glorious agony and my soul's dominatrix 
she is the screaming upheaving matrix 

and she is heartless stone 

in the mouth of her absence 

I caress her scar-gift lipmarks 

and recall eruptions of semen-lava 

deep within her wombhole 

she has bored her way furiousiy into my body 

and I have welcomed each wound as a lover's kiss 
burnings, clawings, teethbites, knife-cuts 

I cherish each scar with charismatic remembrance 
and yet, there is a darkness 

there is a darkness beyond thought 

where dread pushes me 

where there is no certainty 

where there is only her absence and my abstinance 
where my heart spirit fasts 

and where unrelinquished obsession 

births many an unadorned abscess 


and undiminished hunger 


solitary confinement 


my love is a long lit fuze 

which always loads to implosion 

which always unsheaths a self-collapsing detonation 
and never fusion 

never the cruel caress of her firecunt 
exploding, clamping 

welding two dissimilar bodies together 
for a life 

or just a night 

I fear I shall never know 

that binding firebrand 

of cauterized linkages 

lineages 

and ligaments 

but only the solitary burning 


of spirit and flesh 


weakness 


as the disease drags on, i tire 
à monk is reincarnated as a cheeze mite 
sand swallows my legs 


and the ocean's weight is upon me 


fringe dwellers inhabiting trashcan isles 


sift the sea for algae 
and my weakness is a slow moving barge 
carrying venus 


to her betrothed 


a suicide 


with the coming of their coitus 

he feit craters forming in his heart 
and in her womb she felt 

a fistful of diamonds 

beneath needly stars 

life breathed life 

into a needy world 

and a child was conceived 

the lovers' bones melted into whiteness 
while the night coughed up phiegm 

and harlots 

but the child would never know its father 
for after his bones solidified 
he stepped out of the window 


and into a dream 


Spring Fever 


The world 
wet with the glowing stain 
of returning life 
My self 
swallowed in the green sickness 
of rebirth 
Dry bristles tangled tightly to my senses 


Perceiving everything in dry, tangled scrapes 


Sunlight// 


yeliow 


White 


BLIND!! 


BriGHt 


cancerous rays shedding their 


disease on my lost and hanging 


eyes. . . blistering my vision 


I try to shade myseif into shadow 


But the assault does not cease 


Bright colors worn by bright faces 


Turn my mind to thoughts of mass carnage 


Sharp edges are everywhere 


from a lusting 


for five days I have journeyed 

fasting all the way 

yet I have reached no clearing 

the forest is dense 

and the mountain streams sweet 

but forbidden 

my breathing has become forced and eratic 
already I am drained 

when the fairy child passed I so wanted to follow 
but I took my slit self into hidding instead 
now I find myself in the cave of uncertainty 
reading the painted walls of my mind 

and watching 

the fog is reaching for me 


but I am not here 


internal/external 


sealed wounds reopening 
forgotten tones resurfacing 
hopeless thoughts reentering 
the hidden sanctuary of repose 
short sharp jabs of silence 
remembering unlived moments 
deep arterial entanglements 
forming unconsciously 

twisting unceasingly 

gnawing relentlessly 


grasping uneasily 


the understanding of forever 


Interval 


Where is the art that once flowed from my essence? 
Where are the words and where is the ease? 

To what faroff land have they traveled? 

And what strange tales will they have for me 


upon their return? 


Human Bondage 


when I look at the world 
And see what we've done 
when I look in the mirror 
And see what I've become 
I want 

To destroy 


Us ali 


The Ceaseless Mantra 


OM-MA-RI-A 
OM-MI-JE-SU 


Pilgrim's Poem 


Find solace fellow pilgrims 

for the Transcendent Mystery always preceeds 
and the Incarnate Wisdom forever leads us 
while the Recreating Breath constantly feeds 
on our journey beyond 

fears, tears, and death, 

No one arrives at Paradise 


but with empty, open hands. 


us 


us 


words: 
usic 


Gates 
Gates & Wachter 


cod your sex 
cofond desire burning 
food n tant 


your heart on fire burning 


(What are you laughing at? 

Homemade shiti) 

Hold on people now n" 

Hold on to your skull 

Peoples been comin and they 

They want it all 

hey ain't gonna give 

Until they 

I don't know «hat happened bu 
gave in 


your pussy 


ex Hate Sox Hate ex Hate Sex Hate 


take me 
figure out 
hem people are PE DREAMS 
Worried about word: Gale 


On yeah mmer Dively 


fig 
s just as pie etend only in the hand with the pen 
onscien reason that I Lois net made up and should not be confined 
don't 1 your life it ould be brought about and made so al 
can sleep at night People should let others know how they fec 


d on to piliow 
hold on to 
roof fright 


life no one can define 
biggest disappointments 
all up to you 


scare me, scare me top calling each other name 
oh scare me eless fighting over how we fee 
Ain't got no more feeling iling each other is so fucking rea 
hat 1 hold inside Some time some where some how 
Ain't got no more lovin Some one lat us thiak 
That 1 can hold in What the fuck do you people dri 


Hold inside my head 

Yeah hold my breath 
Whiskey and some water 

y pretty hair 


some acid so you make same knew connections 
't need police or their protect 
hort in this day and time 

your life Lo find you're still al the end of the line 
ain't just standing around waiting and watching 

nd i ain't sitting around talking 

i have things to do 

seaningless things to you 

er told you what to do 

me the fuck alone 


words and Divo 


Woke up this morning with those sunken eyes 
voke up this morning with a twisted mind 
woke up this morning running on the loose 
foping te catch up with that golden goose 


this morning on a blistered sky 

this morning in my world of lies 
orning between two slabs of rye 

rıend was just a piece of pie 


4 


achter 


oke up this morning in a black array dos 
oke up this morning walking with Man Ray 
woke up this morning with the snakes at hand 
sy body heavy like a piece of lead 


leave yo 
mind leave you down 

mother leave you down 

father leave you down 

orry 

corry 

your faith goes and late you down 
you teacher lets you down 

Maybe your knowledge lets you down 
on't hurry up and die 

n't hurry vp and die 

you power lets you down 

gers iet you down 

gonna let yov down 


Dively 


Jesus said, "Another cause, 
^ wrap around the children, 
Let's leap frog." Wi gri 
n Wrap around the children weep Son ae 
ther basket falling through the floor it's Gust à Wastecof Kind 
around the emulsion lab ee = u 


z Standın on the street 
ough the terning on the slab Your als 
"s ball Your always trying to sell 


rough the parkways bolted door Sonethinge DAE T Sonn EUER ne 

Ali the pictures on the floor are gone 1 can't believe my oyes 

Walking through an open lure it's no surprise though 

You're hiding all the fugitives and more It's no surprise 

Up inside and in the core iow i 

You're finding seeds and then you'll be a bore aoe i Sour desde e Ma ete vou OUR 
Underneath the ceiling reeks Now if your life goes and lets you down 
The smel! of fresh-flamed broiling weeks no more Don't hurry up and die 

Sesan's psychic conspiracy Don't hurry wp and die 

A fucking leper’s tragedy that's all ISN eben 

Don't sell yourself short 

Don't believe all their words 

Ali their lies 

See through the disguise 

A clouded mind sees nothing 


eer Oo 
ARS 


wachter 


ihe absence of hope 
the certainty of death 
the 


finality of life 
y appears 


trees shall breathe our dying breath 
r roots shall claim our rotting flesh 


e cruelty of man 
Nature's cold hands 
The silence of God 
Makes me trenble 
With fear 


e trees shall breathe our dying breath 

Their roots shall cling our rotting flesh 
The air shall speak our lives and deaths 

On winds of sweet rememberance 


God save me 


